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Author's Notes: 
Another translation of my work. I'm not native speaker, so if you find here any mistakes feel free to tell me 


about them. 


In the darkness and in the silence. Where the cold lake is. It is especially dangerous there at night. Evil on the 
lake Bodom never sleeps. Several years ago it was a beautiful place. There weren't a lot of people. You would 
rather meet a lone fisherman here, but not a camper. In this place, near Espoo (you can call it outskirts),is 
located a small hotel. There weren't many tourists, mostly Finnish youth and fishermen from Helsinki. It is a 


wonderful place. But no one wants to visit it anymore. 


This story was posted in every newspaper in Finland. Several years ago, after midnight, there was a scream. 


You can hear it now, if you stand against cold water and watch. Watch Bodom, watch its true essence. 


Several years ago on this lake came four teenagers aged fifteen. No one thought that may be dangerous here. 
Four boys, whose names were Alexi, Janne, Jaska and Henkka. One of them still remembers that night. Those 


events, which were five years ago. He remembers every small detail. 


That was a quiet evening. And there was a long beautiful sunset. And no one was alarmed by a sharp strong 
wind or a wolf howl nearby. They say that the city falls asleep when it's become dark, like any other place. But 


not Bodom. The lake became mute witness of bloody murder. 


The night came discreetly. The clouds began to disperse and the lake was illuminated by a full moon. Alexi 


heard rustle behind him. And then wolves began to howl again. Wind became stronger. 


“There's something in the bushes" 


In the leaves was something red. But it was too late to run. Wolves were sitting near Bodom. Six minutes after 
midnight, the first scream was heard on the lake. Something came out from the bushes. It looked like a human, 
maybe it was a human. But his eyes burned red, and his hands were too skinny. It held a bloody knife. It came 


closer. Henkka ran away, as if he had forgotten what was happening. 


First drops of blood spilled on the ground. No one could do anything, five knife wounds in the neck and one in 
the chest. The dark figure stood nearby. Somewhere below was a whisper of help mixed with bubbling of blood. 
But it was too late to run. 


"Henkka!" 


Another scream, scream for help. But Henkka hid. He just watched how a knife hit his friend's head. Another 


victim fell down. 


Jaska looked at Henkka, who was sitting in the bushes. He knew he wouldn't do anything. 


"Come on, I'm the last - Jaska said icily. 


The lake took away corpses and the only evidence of murder. Souls were too clear for hell but too dirty for 
heaven. They didn't die, they are still here on Bodom. This event made Bodomin järvi a repository for souls 
who could not find peace. if you pour blood into the waters of Bodom at midnight they'll come to life, while 


wolves are howling. 


They didn't want to die. They will always be here, near lake Bodom. 


